In the isles of the farthest seas where only the spirits

come.
Were the winds less soft than the breath of a pigeon

who sleeps on her nest,
Nor lost in the star-fires and odours the sound of the

sea's vague drum:
O flaming lion of the world, O when will you turn to

your rest?'

The wailing grew distant; I rode by the woods of the

wrinkling bark,
Where ever is murmurous dropping, old silence and

that one sound;
For no live creatures live there, no weasels move in the

dark;
In a reverie forgetful of all things, over the bubbling

ground.

And I rode by the plains of the sea's edge, where all is

barren and grey,
Grey sand on the green of the grasses and over the

dripping trees,
Dripping   and   doubling  landward,   as  though  they

would hasten away,
Like an army of old men longing for rest from the

moan of the seas*

And the wTinds made the sands on the sea's edge turning
and turning go,
As my mind made the names of the Fenians, Far from
the hazel and oak,
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